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LAKE GENEVA, SWITZERLAND

It la Lovable In Calm and In Storm, at
'Sunset, In the Twilight That

, Succeeds. 1

Berne. Although the summer at--,

tfaotions of Switzerland are voted;
by those newly

with the ' more modish'
taste for its winter sports, there
are still a few of us who prefer.
Its July to Its January. The nelges:
d'antan have receded to the mountain!
tops, and the aummer tourist Is lazily;
content to leave them there, realizing
that in the sweet of the year the lake
shores are at their best Of all the
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of shops. I wanted to ba my own man,
to go and come as I pleased. To do
this and live ' meant precarious ex-

ploits, ' This ' rug represents one of
them. I am telling you the family
secret; I am 'showing you the skele
ton in the closet, confidentially. I
stole that rug; and when I say that
the seven laborsi of our old friend
Hercules were simple diversions com-

pared, you'll recognize the difficulties
had to overcome. You know some-

thing of the Oriental mind. I hand-
led the Job alone. I may not be out
of the Jungle yet."

George listened entranced. He could
readily construct the scenes thrdugh
which this adventurer had gone; the
watchful nights, the untiring patience,
the thirst, the hunger, the heat And
yet, he could hardly believe. He was
a trifle skeptical. Many a rogue had
made the mistake of playing George's

Room I'd Like to Show You,

w mw - in

A, degression, perhaps, but mora
pertinently an application.
: Temptation then no longer at his
shoulder,' George - began to have
qualms, little chaps, who started buz-
zing Into his moral ears with all that
maddening, interminable drone which
makea one marvel however do school-

teachers survive their first terms.
Among these qualms there was none
that pleaded for the desolate Turk or
his minions whose carelessness bad
made the theft possible. For all George
cared, the Moslem might' grind his
forehead in the soulless sand and
make the air palpitate with his plaints

Allah. No. The disturbance was
due to the fact that never before had
he been wittingly the purchaser of

stolen goods. He never tried to gloze
over the subtle distinction between
knowing and suspecting; and It he had
been variously auspicious in regard to
certain past bargains, conscience had
found no Blzeable wedge for her de-

murrers. The YJilordes was confessed-

ly stolen.. V" , '.. v ' ''

He paused, with his hand upon the
door-kno- b of his room. If he didn't
keep the rug, it would fall into the
hands of a collector less scrupulous.
To return it to the Pasha at Bagdad
would be pure folly, and thankless. It
was one of the most' beautiful weav-ing- ft

in existence. It was aa priceless
In Its way as any Raphael in the Vati-

can. And he' desired its possession in-

tensely. ' Why not? Insidious phrase!
Was it not better that the world
should, see and learn what a wonderful
craft the, making of & rare rug had
been, than to allow It to return to the
sordid chamber nl a harem, to Inevit-

able ruin? As Ryanne said, what the
deuce waa a fanatical Turk or Arab
to him? '::. '. 1 'r ;

''(-''-

Against these specious arguments in
favor of becoming the adventurer's
abettor and accomplice, there was
first the possible Btaln of blood. ' The
man agreed that he bad come away
from Bagdad in doubt. George did
not like, the thought of blood. Still
he had collected a hundred emeralds,
not one of which was without its red
record. Again, if he carried the rug

Yhiordes.

home with his other purchases, he
could pull It through the customs only
by lying, which was as distasteful to
fcs mind aa being a receiver of atolen
goods..

He had already paid a, goodly sum
against the purchase; and it was sot
likely that a man who waa down to
reversing his collars and cuffs would
take back the rug and refund the
money. The Yhiordes was his, hap-

pen what might So conscience snuffed
out her red lantern and retired.

-', (TO BE CONTINUED.)

Happens 8ometlmes. ;

"Get off and let's go to the ball
game." ;.v.

"I got off the other day. Can't re
peat so soon."

"Then we'll go to the theater to
night" .

"Can't do that either. The offis)
plays a double-head- er and we work

, Clueilfled. ''

"My precious lamb," said the nei
parson to the little girl, "I fear mi
your father Is one of those waywar
sheep, long strayed from the fold.'
"Dad's, not a sheep," smiled the lKtli
girl. ''He's a Bull Boose!" Judge.

Saved by Cigarette Case.
Ambulance Burgeons tell of man

cases where a bullet has struck
man's cigarette case a glancing bloi
and not even so much as pierced th
lining; of the pocket in which the caa
was carried.

--

Forty Thieves; George was transport-
ed

us.
mentally to that magic city, stand-

ing between the Tigris and the Eu-

phrates, In all its white glory of a
thousand years gone. Ryanne, the
room and its furnishings, all had van-
ished, all save the exquisite fabric pat-
terned out of wool and cotton and
knotted with that mingling love and
skill and patience the world knows no
more. He let his hand stray over it
How many knees had pressed its thick,
yet pliant substance? How many
strange scenes had it mutely wit-

nessed, scenes of beauty, of terror? It
shone under the light like-th- e hide of
a healthy hound. ; , to

The nerves of a smoker are general-
ly made apparent by the rapidity of
hia exhalations. These two, in the
several minutes, ad filled the room
with a thick, blue haze; and through
this the elder man eyed the younger.
The sign of the wolf gleamed in his
eyes, but without animosity, modified
aa it was by the half-cynic-

smile.
"I'll risk It," said George finally,

having stepped off the magical carpet,
as it were. "I can't give you a thou-
sand pounds tonight I can give you
three hundred, and the balance tomor
row, between ten and eleven, at
Cook's." (

"That will be agreeable to me."
George passed over all the available

cash he had, rolled up the treasure and
tucked it under his arm. That some'
where In the world was' a true be-

liever, wailing and beating his breast
and calling down from Allah curses
upon the giaour, the dog of an infidel,
who had done this thing, disturbed
George not in the least.

"I say," as he opened the door, "you
must tell me all about the adventure.
It must have been a thriller."

It was," replied Ryanne. "The
story will keep. Later, if you care to
hear it"

Of course," added Geprge, moved
by a discretionary thought, "this trans
action is Just between you and me."

You may lay odds on that," heart
ily. "Well, good night See you at
Cook's in the morning." '

It Was the

"Good night" George passed down
the corridor to the adjoining room.

And now, bangl goes Pandora's box,

CHAPTER IV.
', .'

' An Old Acquaintance.
That faculty which decides on the

lawlessness of our actions; so the
noted etymologist described con-

science. It fell to another distin-
guished intellect to add that con-

science makes cowards of us all. Ay.

She may be overcome at times, aide-track-

for any' special desire that de-

mands a clear way; but she's after us,
fast enough, with that battered red
lantern of hers, which, brought down

from all tongues crisply into our own,

reads Don't do it!" She herself is
not wholly without cunning. She rare-
ly stands boldly upon the track to flag

us as we come. She realizes that she
mlKbt permanently ditched. Np; it

I la far Safer to run after u and catch

Laugh and Grow Fat.
Democritua, who waa always laugh-

ing, lived ,one .hundred and nine
years; Heraclltus, who never ceased
orying, only sixty. Laughing, then, la
best and to laugh at another is per-
fectly Justifiable, since we - are told
that the gods themselves, though they
made ua aa they pleased, cannot help
laughing at us. (

" " .V '

Turquoise a Horsey Stone.
Tho turquoise Is tho especial pro-

tection of horRcmen and averts acci-

dent In general.
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View Over Lake Lucerne From the
Road Near Weggla. v

lakes that ' which washes the quays ,

of Geneva, Lausanne, Evian and Mont-reau- x,

and the shores of two coun-- ;

tries. Is perhaps the most hackneyed,,
yet to myself maybe from old asso-

ciations; coetua dulces, valete! --It 1st,
the most lovable. There is varied lure
In the curious variety of Its scenery,
half French and half Italian," geo-

graphically as well as politically in
its primitive flBhing and ancient sail-

ing boats. V. r

Its colors may be less chameleon in
their changes than those of Tahoe, its
trout less accessible to the ' angler
than those of Lake 'Louise, Its tradi-

tions less solemn than those of Gali-

lee, yet it Is an inland sea that the,
traveler may learn to love for Its own
sake, even though it may not move,
him, like Rosseau, to drop his tears In,

It. Byron made verse on its shores,
and here, too,; Gibson finished his.
greatest work; yet such associations
count for little in the sum of Its magic.
It is lovable In calm and in storm, at
sunset, or in the twilight that sue-- ,

ceeds. The long reflections of cumu-Iou- b

clouds seen of an afternoon-fro-

the hotel balcony at Evian are
'unforgettable. ' j

The fisheries of Lake Geneva are un-

satisfactory from the standpoint of
sport. Of angling, properly speaking,:
there is none, save for Bmall perch
and roach, which are caught on long:
bamboo rods and coarse float tackle,
with a worm. The Field, London.

FARM BOY IS DETERIORATING

Labor-Savin- g Machinery Given aa
One Cause by Dr. L. J. Cooke of

" - Minnesota University. -

Minneapolis,' Minn. The. universal
ise of modern farm machinery, re-

lieving the farm boy of much of the'
tieavy work formerly done by hand,
!s to blame for his reported physical
Inferiority to his city-bre- d classmate,
rays Dr.L. J. Cooke, physical direc-
tor at the University of Minnesota.'
Dr. Cooke Tecently declared that the
average city boy physically was,
much superior to the country-bre- d

(ad. Here are some of the reasons to
which. Dr., Cooke ascribes the coun-
try boy's inferiority:

Use of labor-savin- g machinery on

Financial ability of farmers to hir
laborers to perform the heavy worfl
relieving their sons of the task. , f

Riding on farm ' maohlnery, plowX
.1 jv mnwtno. Mid nwfnrmlntf ' Atiai- -

farm duties, causing the boy to be- -

ome stoop shouldered. '
,

Lack of systematic physical cul
ture. -

Absence of athletic rivalry among
young men on the farms.

ENGLISHMAN AS A PROPHET

Sends 8ealed Parchment to Historical
Association, to Be Opened

After 100 Years..

New York. One of the unusual of-

ferings at the anunal exposition of
:ne aiouern niBioricai necoras aesu-Matln- n

here Is a Bealed ' parchment
lent- - to the association by Frederi'
Harrison, English historian i and ec"
imist. The s trustees of! the
ganizatlon are directed to wi.
sver the envelope and see that It reJ
mains unopened for at ' least 100
pears. ': ',. '

- It is understood that the inclosure
's in the nature of a prophecy, based
3n a study, of present conditions.

Five forms of "permanent .records"'
are being preserved Tby the asaocla-io- n

terra cotta tablets, phono-
graphic records made of Indestruct-
ible clay, photographic positives

parchments and portrait busts.

Officials Asked to Quit
Marvell, Ark. At a mass meeting

ot county citizens every man holding a
county office was asked to resign In
order' that some enforcement of law
can be brought about, i In demands
for resignations it is stated that any
officers falling to comply with request
will be whipped and sent out of the
county. Murderers, bootlegging, horse-iteaHn- g

and barn burning is ramp&ut
In the county.

lent Moses, an incident more or less
forgotten these days. From the tail
of his eye he gave swift scrutiny to
his chance acquaintance, and he found
nothing to warrant suspicion. It was
not an unusual procedure for men to
hunt him up in Cairo, in Constantinople,
in Smyrna, or in any of the- Oriental
cities where his business itinerary led
him. The house of Mortimer & Jones
was widely known. This man Ryanne
might have been anywhere between I

thirty and forty. He was tall, well set
up, lond and smooth-skinne- True,
he appeared to have been ill-fe- d re-

cently. A little more flesh under the
cheek-bone- a touch of color, and the
Irishman would have been a handsome
man. George could read a rug a league
oft", as they say, but he was a child in
the matter of physiognomy, whereas
Ryanne was a past-mast- in, this re-

gard; it was necessary both for his
business and safety.

"Certainly, I'll take a look at It.

But I tell you frankly," went on
George, "that to Interest me It's got
to be a very old one. You see, it's a
little fad of mine, outside the business
end of it I'm crazy over real rugs,
and I know something about every
rare one in existence, or known to ex-

ist Is it a copy?"
"No. I'll tell you more about It

when we get to my room."
"Come on, then." George was now

quite willing to discuss ruga and car-
pets.

Having gained the room, - Ryanne
threw oft his coat and relighted bis
cigar, which, in a saving mood, he had
allowed to go out. He motioned George
to be seated.

"JuBt a little yarn before I show yon
the rug. See these cuffs?"

"Yes." -

"You will observe that I have had
to reverse them.. Note this collar?
Same thing. Trousers-hem- s a bit
frayed, coat shiny at the, elbows."
Ryanne exhibited his sole fortune.
Four sovereigns between me and a

Jail."
George became thoughtful. He was

generous ana mna-nearte- a among
those he knew intimately or slightly,
but he had the instinctive reserve of
the seasoned traveler In cases like
this. He waited. '

,

The truth Is, I'm all but done for.
And if I fail to strike a bargain here
with you. . . . Well, I should hate
to tell you the result. Our consul
would have to furnish me passage
home. Were you ever up against it to
the extent of reversing your culls and
turning your collars? You don't know
what life is, then."

George gravely produced two good
cigars and offered one to his host
There was an "absence of sound,
broken presently by the cheerful
crackle of matches; two billowing
clouds of smoke floated outward and
upward. Ryanne sighed. Here was a
cigar one could not purchase in all the
length and breadth of the Orient, a
Pedro Murlas. In one of his doubt
fully prosperous epochs he had smoked
them daily. How long ago had that
been?

Yonder is a rug, a prayer-rug-, as
holy to the Moslem as the idol's eye
is to the Hindu, as the Bible is to the
Christian. For hundreds of years it
never saw the outside of the Sultan's
palace. Qne day the late, the recently
late, Abdul the unspeakable Turk,
gave It to the Pasha of Bagdad.
Whenever this rug makes its appear-
ance in Holy Mecca, it Is worshiped,
and none but a Sultan or a Sultan's
favorite may kneel upon It Bagdad,

the hundred mosques, the old capital'
of Suleiman the Great, the dreary
Tigris and the sluggish Euphrates, a
muezzin from the turret calls to ray
er, ana au mat; enr- -

George leaned forward from his
chair, a gentle terror in his heart,
"The Yhiordes? By Jove! is that the
Yhiordes?"

Admiration kindled in Ryanne's
eyes. To have hit the bull's-ey-e with
so free and quick an aim was ample
proof that Perclval Algernon had not
boasted when he said that he knew
something about rugs.

"You've guessed It"
"How did you come by it?" George

demanded excitedly.
"Why do you ask that?"
"Man,; pounds could

not purchase that rug, that bit of car-
pet. Collectors from every port have
been after it in vain. And you mean
to tell me that It lies there, wrapped
in butcher's paper?"

"Right-O!- "

Ryanne solemnly detached a cuff
and rolled up his sleeve.' The bare
muscular arm was scarred by two
long, ugly knife-wound- scarcely
healed. Next fie drew up a trousers-
leg, disclosing a battered shin. "And
there's another on my shoulder-blade- ,

the closest call I ever had. A man
who takes his life in his hands, aa
have done, merits some reward. Mr.
Jones, I'll be frank with you. I am
kind of derelict Since I was a bor.
have hated the humdrum of offioaa.

' Learning by Love Letter.
"Love letters between young men

and women are an excellent method
of teaching literature," says Dr. Ar-

thur Holmes. But It must be done
tactfully. ' We have known a young
lady who broke' off an engagement
because her fiance returned her love
letters with the spoiling errors neatly
corrected In red Ink.

' off Guard.
Mean people are always very much

surprised and absurdly hurt when
caught at one of their own games.

age against his experience. He had
made some serious blunders in the
early stages of the business, how
ever; and everybody, to gain some-
thing in the end, must lose something
at the start

If that rug is the one I have in
mind, you certainly have stolen it
And if it's a copy, I'll tell you quickly
enough." ;

That's fair. And that'a why,"
Ryanne declared, "I wanted you to
look at it To me, considering what I
have gone through to get it, to me it
is the genuine carpet. To your expert
eye it may be only a fine copy. I know
this much, that rare rugs and paintings

have many copies, and that some
one is being hooked, Bold, bamboozled,
sandbagged, every day in the week. If
this is the Teal article, I want you to
take it off my hands," the adventurer
finished pleasantly. : '.- .

There will be a hue and cry."
'No doubt of it."
'And the devil's own Job to get it

out of Egypt." These were set phrases
of the expert, preliminaries to bar-
gaining. "One might as well carry
round a stolen elephant"

"But a man who is as familiar with
the game as you are would have little
difficulty. Your integrity Is an estab-
lished fact, on both sides of the water.
You could take it to New York as a
copy, and no appraiser would know
the difference It's worth the attempt.
I'd take it .to New York myself, but
you see, I am flat broke. Come; what
do you or I care about a
of a Turk?" drolly.

What do you want for it, suppos
ing it's genuine?" George's throat was
dry and his voice harsh. His con
science roused herself, feebly, for it
had been a long time since occasion
had necessitated her presence.

Ryanne narrowed his eyes, carefully
balancing the possibilities. "Say, one
thousand pounds. It is like giving It
away. But when the devil drives, you

know. It is beyond a!ny set price; it
is worth what any collector Is willing
to pay for It. I believe I know the
kind of man you are, Mr. Jones, and
that is whj, when I learned you were
In Cairo, I came directly to you. You
would never sell this rug. No. You
would become like a miser over his
gold. You would keep it with your
emeralds (I have heard about them,
too); draw the curtains, lock the
doors, whenever you looked at it Eh?
You would love it for its own sake,
and not because it is worth so many
thousand pounds. You are sailing in
a few days; "that will help. ' The Pasha
is' In Constantinople, and It will be
three or four weeks before he hears of

the theft, or the cost," with a certain
grimness.

"You haven't killed any one?" whis
pered George.

"I don't know; perhaps. Christian-
ity against paganism; the Occidental
conscience permits it" Ryanne made
a gesture to indicate that he would
submit to whatever moral arraignment
Mr. Jones deemed advisable to make.

But George made none. He rose
hastily, sought his knife and, without
so much as by your leave, slashed the
twine, flung aside the paper, and threw
the rug across the counterpane. It
was the Yhiordes. There was not the
slightest doubt in his mind. He had
heard it described, he had , seen
photograph of it, he knew Its history
and, most vital of all, he owned
good copy of it

Against temptation" that waa robust
and energetic and alluring (like the
man who insists upon your having
drink when you want it and ought not
to have It),, what chance had con
science, grown Innocuous In the long
period of the young man's good be-

havior? Collectors are always honest
before and after that moment arrives
when they want something desperate
ly: and George was no more saintly
than his kind. And how deep Ryanne
and his confederates had delved into
human nature, how well they could
read and Judge tt, waa made manifest
in this moment of George's moral re--

lapse. ;,;. '".f; .v, .'k

Bagdad, the Jinns, Slnbad, the Thou--

aand and One Nights, Alibaba and the

Not an Effective Braneh.
The learned counsel was endeavor-

ing to impress the court with the fact
that his client had always been anxi-
ous to settle. "My lord," be said,
Impressively, "only eighteen months
ago we held out the olive branch.'
"Yes," responded the witty Judge,
"but there were no olives on it". ,. '

"Well, I've Got a Rug Up In My

SYNOPSIS.

tfeorge Perclval Algernon Jones, nt

of the Metropolitan Oriental Rug
tompany of New York, thirsting for ro-

mance, Is In Cairo on a business trip.
' tlorace Kyanne arrives at the hotel In
. Cairo with a carefully guarded bundle.

CHAPTER lll(Contfnued.)
George's romance gathered itself for
flight Perhaps It was love thwart-

ed and the gentleman with the mus
tache and Imperial, in spite of his ami-

ability, might be the ogre. Perhaps
It was love and duty. Perhaps her
(over had gone down to sea. Perhaps
(for lovers are known to do such
things) he had run away with the
other girl. If that was the case,
George did not think highly of that
tentative gentleman's taste. Perhaps
ind perhaps again; hut George might
'.aave gone on perhapsing till the
crack o' doom, with never a solitary
glimmer" of the true state of the girl's
(ttlnd. Whenever he saw an unknown
man or woman who attracted his at-

tention, he never could resist the im-

pulse to invent a romance that might
appjy. ;

Immediately after dessert the two
rose; and George, finding that nothing
more important than a pineapple ice
Aotalned him, got up and followed. Mr.
fcyanne almost trod on his heels as
they went through the doorway into
the cosy lounglng-room- . George
ejropped into a vacant divan and wait-e-d

for his cafe a la Turque. Mr.
Ryanne walked over to the head-po- r

ter's bureau and asked if that gentle
man would be so kind as to point out
Mr. George P. A. Jones, if he were
anywhere In sight. He thoughtfully,
ttot to say regretfully, laid down a

mall bribe.
"Mr. Jones?" The porter knew Mr.

Tones very well.. He was generous,
nd treated the servants as though

they were really human beings. Mr.
Ryanne, either by his Inquiry or as
Jie result of his bribe, went up sev-

eral degrees in the porter's estima-
tion, "Mr. Jones la over there, on the
4lvan by the door."

"Thanks."
But Ryanne did not then seek the

young man. He studied the quarry
rom a diplomatic distance. No; there

was nothing to indicate that George
Percival Algernon Jones was in any
way handicapped by his Arthuresque
middle names. ', a

"No fool, as Gioconda In her infinite
wisdom hath said; but romantic, ter-
ribly romantic, yet, like the timid
feather who puts a foot into the v&ter,
finds it cold, and withdraws It It will

!1 depend upon whether he is a real
collector or merely a buyer of ruga.
Forward, then, Horace; a sovereign

, baa already dashed headlong down the
far horizon.". The curse of speaking
tits thoughts aloud did not lie heavily

. pon him tonight, for these cogitations
- were made in silence, unmarked by

ny facial expression. He proceeded
' cros the room and aat down beside

George. "I beg your pardon," he
"but are you not Mr. Jones?"

. Mildly astonished, George signified
that he was.. - i

"George P. A. Jones?"
George nodded again, but with some

heat In bis cheeks. ' "Yes. ' What is
ft?" The girt had Just finished her

ofle and was going away. Hang this

Increae of Dope Fiends. .'.','

Drug taking is greatly on the In
crease in London. Somebody recent-
ly Introduced "hasheesh" into that
great city, and so popular has it be-
come that two hasheesh chambers are
now In full swing not a hundred yards

; from Piccadilly.- -

No Use for Boya Any More.
; Somebody has invented an electric

;dovice that will apllt UiidHng wood.
Orsilually we are goilitiir It so ar--,

ranged that the world will have ab--.

')Iutly no use for small boys.

fellow! What did he want at this mo- -

ment?
It Ryanne saw that he was too

much, as the French say, he also per-

ceived the cause. The desire to shake
George till his teeth rattled was in-

stantly overcome. She hadn't seen
him, and for this he was grateful.

are interested in rugs? I mean
old ones, rare ones, rugs that are
bought once and seldom if ever sold
again."

Why, yes. That's my business."
George had no silly ideas about trade.
He had never posed as a gentleman's
son in the sense that It meant idle-

ness.
Ryanne presented his card.
"How do you pronouncp it?" asked

George naively.
"As they do in Cork."
"I never saw it spelled that way be

fore."
"Nothing surprising in that," replied

Ryanne. "No one else has, either,"
George laughed and waited for the

explanation.
"You see, Ryan is as good a name

as they make them; but It classes
with prize-fighter- politicians and bar
chemists. The two extra letters put
the finishing touch to the name: A
jewel is all right, but what tells is
the way you hang It round your neck.
To me, those additional letters repre-
sent the jewel Ryan In the hands of a
Lalique."

"You talk like an American.
"I am; three generations. What's

the matter?" with sudden concern.
George was frowning. "Haven't 1

met you somewhere before?"
"Not to my recollection." A specu

lative frown now marred Ryanne's
forehead. It did not illustrate a search
in his memory for such a casualty as
the meeting of George. He never for
got a face and certainly did not re-

member George's. Rather, the frown
had its source in the mild dread that
Percival Algernon had seen him some
where during one of those lndlsposi
tlons of the morning after. "No;
think you have made a mistake."

"Likely enough. : It Just struck me
that you looked something like a chap
named Wadsworth, who was half-bac- k

on the varsity, when I entered my
freshman year"

"A university man? Lord, nol
was turned loose at ten; been hustling
ever since." Ryanne spoke easily, not
a tremor In his voice, although he
had received a slight mental Jolt
"No; no college record here. But I
want to chat with yon about rugs.
I've heard of you, indirectly.'

"From the carpet fellows? ,We do
a big business over here.' What have
you got?" '

"Well, I've a rug up in my room
I'd like to show you. I want your Judg
ment for one thing. Will you; do me
the favor?'

Since the girl had disappeared and
with her those imaginary appurte-
nances that had for a apace - trans
formed the lounglng-roo- Into a stage,
George saw again with normal vision
that the room was simply a common
meeting-groun- d for well-dresse-d per-

sona and persons, of the
unimpeachable, the Impeccable, the
doubtful and the peccant; for In Cairo,
as In ancient Egypt, there is every
class and kind of humans, for whom
the Decalogue was written, ' tran-
scribed, and shattered by the turbu

Custom. -

"The
Egyptian ;

Egyptians at their feasts,! to
prevent excess on the part of the
company, were accustomed to place a
skeleton In a conspicuous part of the
banqueting room, with this Inscription
over It: "Remember, you tnmst- soon
be like it" An epicure, on being told
this, replied: "Ah, that was U they
did not eat"

Grandmothers' Belief.
Nearly every grandmother beltovea

a trainnd nurse Is overestimated.
Atchison Globe.

) Art of Living.
The art of living rightly Is like all

arU '. '.. . it mvMt bo learned and
practiced- with incessant care.
(loathe.

(
I


